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My tim'rous mase 

Unambitious tracks pursues, 

Does with weak, unballast wings 

About the mossy brooks and springs 

Like the laborious bee. 

For little drops of honey fly, 

And there with humble sweets contents her industry. 
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PREFACE. 



The following Poems were written in past years, 
and many of them in early youth. The new version 
of a few Psalms, and the Hymns which follow them 
were composed for the use of a country church and 
school, where they have been sung for some years, 
with others which were selected for the same pur- 
pose, but they were never intended for publication. 
That they are now published is owing to the sugges- 
tion of a valued fiiend who wished to have some 
copies of them for distribution, and by whose kind 
approval the other Poems, which are chiefly on 
sacred subjects, are added to complete the small 
volume. May that blessing attend it which alone 
makes the feeblest effort to prosper, and without 
which the most powerful fails of its reward. 

**The coarsest reed that trembles in the marsh, 
If Heaven select it for its instrument, 
May shed celestial music on the breeze 
As clearly as the pipe whose virgin gold 
Befits the lips of Phoebus."— lON. 
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INTRODUCTORY STANZAS. 

INSCSISED TO THE FBIEND AT WHOSE KIKD 
STTGOESTION THIS LITTLE TOLUME IS PUBLISHED. 

With other feelings now than those in youth, 

O Poesy, I long have touch'd thy lyre ; 
G-ay fancy then could charm me more than truth, 

And with false rapture all my bosom fire. 
Long, deeply chasten'd, has mine aim been higher 

Than Pancy's loftiest flight could e'er attain — 
To raise to Heav'n what Heav'n would now inspire. 

And should one heart rise heavenwards by the 
strain, 

Then should I deem the chords had not been 
swept in vain. 

But I may not pursue such hallow'd lays ; 

For now a path obscure and quiet leads 
Far from the muse's haunts and classic ways. 

To where a little flock secluded feeds 
By the still waters and the fragrant meads 

Of pastoral life ; — here duty claims my hours ; 
Yet when, as now, the voice of friendship pleads, 

Awhile I may retrace those fav'rite bowers, 

And at her bidding cull their few remaining 

flowers. 

October, 1852. 

B 



THE RETURN TO MY NATIVE VILLAGE. 

(Written in very early youth.) 

As down this vale with Mt'ring step I stray 
What thoughts arise ! For here life's early day 
With me began, that day which now is o'er, 
While youth and vigour shed their joys no more. 
Those joys are fled. Hail peaceful eve of life, 
Free from the cares that feed the spark of strife, 
Free from those ties that form the stubborn chain 
Which binds us to a world where all is vain. 
Those joys are fled, nor ever will return ; 
And pleasures past 'tis useless now to mourn, 
Yet, though I mourn them not, a silent tear 
Mows to remembrance while I linger here. 

Ton mansion shaded with the clust'ring vine, 
Round whose ag'd trunk the wanton tendrils twine, 
Porm'd my first scene within this world of woe, 
A world whose cares I then had yet to know : 
There, with the lov'd companions of my youth, 
First was I shewn the hallow' d path of truth ; 
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That path seem'd easy then ; of folly's snare 
I knew not, guided hj a parent's care : 
O years how blest ! alas, how quickly flown, 
When virtue, health, and joy, were all my own ! 

The time-worn porch, the long-deserted green, 
Bring to my mind each dear domestic scene ; 
The redbreast twitt'ring on the moss-grown wall, 
Tim'rous he hears the steps unwonted fall ; 
Unlike the one to happy childhood known 
Who, welcom'd long, had long familiar grown, 
And on the crumb-strewn casement vent'nng near. 
The while our infant voices sooth'd his fear. 
Still half distrustful, at short distance stood 
And peck'd with eye askance the proffer' d food. 

The garden's scented range, its walks and bowers 
Still sadly gay with long-neglected flowers, 
The blooming orchard, and the breezy grove, 
Where the blithe songsters unmolested rove, 
All to my view those smiling hours restore 
Of youthful hope, which will return no more, 
When homely scenes and simple joys could please 
The heart still simple, and the mind at ease. 

'Twas here we stoop'd to pluck the violet blue, 
Or watch the crocus ope her golden hue, 
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To bind in dewy tufts the primrose pale, 
The daffodil and lily of the vale, 
When each delight, new-wafted by the Spring, 
Gave pleasure ere it spread departing wing. 

'Twas ours at mom to range the verdant mead, 
Gall'd &om the flock the home-bred lamb to feed, 
To watch the moth, new-risen from her tomb, 
Sport on aerial wing from bloom to bloom. 
Or playfully the wand'ring bee compel 
To quit the shelter of the cowslip's bell. 
Down by yon stream, when Summer's sultry heat 
Led us to seek the shade and mossy seat. 
How often have we watch'd the giddy dance 
Of countless myriads on its smooth expanse. 
Or the gay gnats that 'neath the willow's shade 
Unceasingly their airy music made ; 
Then tum'd with childish eagerness to view 
The ant-hill moving with its laVring crew, 
Each with his burden, while the hoUow'd soil 
And growing city spoke their hourly toil ; 
A busy sight that well might All with shame 
Those slaves of pleasure, rich in wealth and name, 
Who to her courts each idle hour repair 
Weary of self, and self-created care* 

The scene is chang'd by Fancy's magic wand. 
And wintiy pictures rise at her coixmifisA. 
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Here when December reign'd with iron sway, 
All verdure kill'd, and hush'd the vocal lay, 
When nought of vegetable life was seen, 
Save where abroad the shelter'd evergreen 
Spread her dark leaves, when mute was every 

sound, 
All, save the Winter wind that moan'd around, 
Then near the hearth our cheerful circle drew. 
And while the sparks the crackling faggot threw, 
And while with patt'ring noise the falling rain 
Borne on the blast still smote the window's pane. 
Some tale beguil'd the darkening hours away — 
Stretch'd at her ease the purring fav'rite lay. 
While round the chair the playfiil kitten hied, 
And o'er again its varied antics tried. 

Oft, when the morning sun with languid ray 
Gleam'd from the east and clear'd the mists away, 
With new-brac'd limbs we climb'd the hill to view 
The hunting train their winter-sports renew, 
Hear the shrill horn resound across the marsh. 
Or chiding of the dogs— sounds rude and harsh 
Caught by the timid and defenceless hare, 
Where she in covert or in thicket bare 
Cropt the scantherb. Left in the barren field 
The shiv'ring cattle seek the feeble shield 
Of hal&rooi'd shed or stack, and stamp the ground 
With scattered fern and withered leaves imbrown'd. 
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I mount the cliff whose summit distant lands, 
A rich and cultivated range, commands. 
The fertile valley's wide extended ground 
Retiring hills with graceful outlines bound ; 
Half wrapt in clouds their summits blue ascend, 
And earth and skies together seem to blend. 
The river winding through the verdant glade, 
Now seen, now lost beneath her margin's shade ; 
The wiUows bending o'er the rural mill ; 
The flock slow pacing up the distant hill ; 
The scatter'd hamlet ; pastures spreading wide 
That slope their greensward to the river's side ; 
The solemn ruin, beauteous in decay, 
Round whose ag'd wall the ivy's gadding spray 
Hangs her long wreathes with wild fantastic grace. 
Or twines encroaching through the window's space — 
These form the landscape : Nature here combines 
Her softer touches with her bolder lines. 
In all her forms she charms the feeling heart 
And the pure bHss of Eden can impart ; 
In all her forms she charms, £rom the dread sight 
Of torrent rushing o'er the frowning height, 
Or sound of winds which with increasing roar 
Heave the huge biUow on the pebbly shore, 
To the soft note that warbles thro' the grove, 
Or flow'r whose fragrance meets us as we rove, 
Or gushing spring whose murmur soothes the mind 
With dreams of bliss all vague and undefln'd. 
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Till the rapt thorights have caught -the fountain's 

tone, 
And gently move in music like its own. 
Whether we mark the thunder's awful sound, 
With whose dread roll the vaults of heav'n resound, 
Watch the fork'd flash precede the frequent peal. 
And ever and anon the gloom reveal ; 
Or wander pleas'd, when calmer hours arise. 
Beneath the radiance of the summer skies. 
When the gay sky-lark tunes her liveliest lays 
And ether cool'd in softer breezes plays ; 
Still let each change our Maker's pow'r recall. 
While we behold His providence in all. 



Where shade yon yewsthechurchyard's lonely bound 
What lessons speak from every stone around, 
Where by the mould'ring shrine or greensward heap 
O'er worth departed mem'ry seems to weep, 
And Mends belov'd on earth in silence sleep ! 
When last I wander'd 'neath this hallow'd shade. 
Life, as a distant view, I pleas'd survey'd ; 
And as the traveller, who with toil distrest 
At length has gain'd the mountain's lofby breast, 
Viewing some town which veiling mist conceals. 
Whose shadowy spires his journey's end reveals. 
In weary prospect eyes the lengthening way, 
And dreads the distant labours of the day; 
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Hifl joTimej aided and his labour o'er, 
Back on that mount, as on a distant shore, 
He turns to gaze : so, when in youth I play'd 
Near this lov'd spot, if ere the aged stray'd 
With tott'ring limbs the rural pathway by. 
On their worn forms I gaz'd with earnest eye, 
And thought what lapse of years must pass away 
Ere I should thus be feeble, old, and grey ; 
Yet now all vanish'd, as a distant dream 
Childhood and youth to fading mem'ry seem. 
Oh ! when these early scenes recall to mind 
Their joys and sorrows long since lefb behind. 
What vague sensations crowd upon my heart, 
And pensive pleasure miz'd with grief impart ! 

Once more, lov'd friends, once more I come to shed 
Tears o'er your honoured dust on which I tread ; 
Once more I seem to hear the fimeral knell 
Which bade me give a long, a last, farewell 
To those departed. Now of all berefb. 
And in the busy world a stranger lefb, 
I stand alone, though time has sooth'd my grief; 
Like as on pendant stalk the ling'ring leaf 
Hangs on the tree with all its honours cast, 
Save this alone which quivers in the blast. 
O may I look to meet you once again, 
Where there is no more parting, no more pain. 
May wait th' appointed hour with mind «ecek\i^ 



10 THE BETTTBK TO MT NATIVE VILLAGE. 

While Hope's soft smile illumes the closing scene, 
And, on the confines of another world, 
Dread not to view eternity unfiirl'd. 
But unto God resign my latest breath, 
And feel the blessing of my Saviour's death, 
Whose holy Word the promis'd bliss has given 
Of pardon here and endless joy in Heaven. 

1823. 

Note. — Perhaps it is right to observe that in a Memoir of 
Dr. Brown of Edinburgh^ there are some lines of his which have 
been tliought to resemble the opening of this poem ; but the 
Authoress did not see those lines till three years after the 
" Return" was written. 



ON THE ANNIVERSARY 
OF THE DEATH OF A FRIEND'. 



Com'^t thou again, thou flowery Spring, 

To cheer the drooping earth once more ? 

Eager to taste the honey'd store 
Thy vagrant bees are on the wing ; 
The careless birds thy welcome sing 

In notes of joy from every tree. 
Why do thy varied pleasures bring 

Delight to all, but not to me ? 

Ye early flow'rs that bloom and fade, 

For me in vain your colours glow ; 
Te birds that cheer the silent shade 

To me ye utter notes of woe. 
Yon tree with op'ning buds array'd 

Stands as in mockery of my grief; 

"Wilt thou, O Spring, renew its leaf, 
Yet not the dear-lov'd life restore 
Of her whom we may see no more ? 

' Written as in the chaxacter of bex Hx)i^OdsA, 
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Wilt thou thy scents and sounds renew, 
Which gently touching mem'ry's string, 
One moment sweet delusion bring, 

And make my sorrow seem untrue P 

'Tis past ! — a long, a last adieu 

Sounds in thy gale's low murm'ring breath ; 

Thy scented flow'rs are pluck'd to strew 
The pale, the silent, couch of death. 



Dear happy saint I where dost thou dwell ? 

Dost thou behold us sorrowing here ? 
Dost thou o'er those thou lov'dst so well 

On earth, now shed a pitying tear ? — 
A tear so sweet 'twould not dispel 

Thy tranquil thoughts, nor wound thy bliss : 

Dost thou unseen e'er stoop to kiss 
Thy babes, and point their devious feet 
Where thou and they one day shall meet ? 

Than earthly love a holier tie. 

Perhaps their charge to thee is given. 
Their guardian angel now in heaven. 

Then let me check the heaving sigh, 

While ofb I mark them sporting by, 
All smiling through forgotten tears. 

And view in sorrowing Fancy's eye 
The ills that wait their future years. 



^ 
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What whispers soft are these that play 

Along the solemn wind of heaven P 
Weep not, they gently seem to say, 

As those to whom no hope is given* — 
Think rather on that glorious day. 

Which soon for those we love shall rise, 

When our blest Lord, 'mid glowing skies. 
His ransom'd saints shall with Him bring, 
Ever with Him to dwell through heaven's eternal 
Spring. 

1828. 

^ 1 Thess. iv. 18. 



DESCRIPTION OF THE LION. 
(Written in childhood.) 

Is" Afric's realm, where groves of palm-trees rise, 

View the grim Lion of gigantic size. 

As with majestic mien and measured pace, 

And conscious power imprinted on his face, 

He slowly moves, then rolls his eye-balls round, 

While with his thund'ring roar the hollow caves 

resound. 
Anon in some rude brake he couching lies, 
Watchful to make the tim'rous hind his prize. 
Ah ! what avails her fear, or hasty flight. 
Her limbs so agile, or her steps so light ? 
From his close ambush darts the angry beast ; 
Intent with rav'nous hunger on the feast. 
His unsheath'd claws he plunges in her heart ! 
The helpless victim feels the piercing smart. 
She writhes convulsive with the fatal wound. 
And with her blood ensanguines all the ground. 
The savage victor triumphs o'er his prey, 
Then bears it reeking to his cave away. 



FAIBY BALLAD, 

illustratmg the popular superstition that the splendour of 
the £Edries is only delusive show ; and that this is known to them- 
selves by means of a magic ointment which they use, but spec- 
tators are deceived. 

** And gaily shines the fairy land. 
But all is glistening show, 
Like the idle gleam that December's beam 
Can dart on ice and snow/' — Alice Bband. 

"Who loves to hear of airy sprightB 
That sport on Sxtminer's balmy nights 

The haunted glades among. 
As light they dance their jocund round, 
And make the magic ah* resound 

With revel, and with song. 

Attend my tale ; but stay behind 
AU ye who bear a doubting mind, 

I do not rhyme for you : 
Strange ! when the signs so oft are seen 
Where they the eve before have been. 
Tracing " quaint mazes on the green *^," 

To hold the creed untrue ! 

« << The quaint mazes on the wanton green." 

Midsum. Night ^s Dream. 
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Ne'er have ye tried the fem-seed*s power*, 
Nor would ye at the midnight hour 

Tout pleasing sleep forego, 
To seek the forest's glimm'ring shade ; 
Though all must own their toil repaid 

Who view the elfin show. 



The sun had closed the summer day. 
But still a pale uncertain ray 

Linger'd behind the hill : 
A fresher breeze began to rise, 
And now along the woods it dies ; 

'Tis gone — and all is still ! 



Ear 'mid the forest's deepening shade 
Alone in musing mood I stray'd, 

And heedless wander'd on. 
Till night's dark pall had veil'd the wood, 
Save, where upon the sparkling flood, 

The yellow moonlight shone. 



It chequer' d many an alley green ; 
In broader light the lawn was seen ; 
But, where with giant sweep 

•* " We have the receipt of fern-seed, we walk invisible." 

Henry IVth. 
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Some oak his knotted branches threw, 
There the wild scene was hid from view 
In shadows dark and deep. 

Sudden a sound came on the wind, 
Uncertain, such as dreamers find, 

That wakes both joy and fear ; 
A soft, a wild, a minor strain — 
I ne'er shall hear its like again, 

Unless on fancy's ear. 

When, in the whispering of leaves, , 
Or in the dashing wave that heaves 

Upon the sounding shore. 
Soft notes and airy voices ring. 
And seem to wake on mem'ry's string 

A tone once heard before. 

Now, as in air, the music floats, 
Shrill voices mingle with the notes, 

Light footsteps touch the green. 
And dancing up the shadowy glen 
A band of elfin maids and men 

In bright array were seen ! 

So c^uick their step, so light, so true. 
The shining drops of crystal dew 
Scarce trembled 'neath their tread ; 
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Their aiiy dress Arachne wore, 
And tiniest fiow'rs that deck the grove 
Adom'd each &iry's head. 

Deep in the middle of the wood, 
Hollow'd by time, a cavern stood, 

Oloomj and dark to sight ; 
There, 'mid its lonely depths confin'd, 
Murmurs the softly solemn wind, 

All through the summer night. 

'Twas here the &iries stopp'd at last. 
And one, as at my feet he passed, 

Hif» elfin cap let fSall ; 
With eager hand I seiz'd the prize— 
For magic feats delight his eyes 

Who wins this trophy small*. 

But ah ! no pen can paint aright 
The wonders now l^t met my sight ! 

Advancing from the crowd 
The tallest of the elfin band 
Shook high in air his slender wand. 

Which like a meteor glow'd. 

Hark ! mystic sounds begin to play 
Along the cavern's winding way ! 
And lo ! the scene is chang'd ! 

* Agreeable to the feaxj superstition. 
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Bose to my yiew a feBtdve hall. 
While starry lamps along the wall, 
In brightest order rang'd ! 

FiUars in long perspective cast 
Glitter'd, and those which seem'd the last. 

In depth of shade withdrew ; 
Around, an hundred mirrors shine, 
And give the never-ending line 

Beflected to the yiew ! 

It was a splendid scene, and rare, 
No picture ever half so &ir 

Was shewn to mortal eye ; 
Most like it are those landscapes bright. 
Which come and vanish in the light 

Of Autumn's evening sky. 

But what in aU that met my eyes 
Most M'd my bosom with surprise, 

Was this : each fairy staid 
To take from forth a golden cruse 
An ointment of mysterious use, 

Which on his eyes he laid. 

And now the giddy dance begins, 
The vaulted roof with laughter rings, 
Thej wheel — ^they bound — ^they run ; 
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While wrapt in thoughtless ecstacy, 
Their mirth, when hours have flitted by, 
Seems only just begun ! 

Now they come on, and now retreat, 
And now in circling band they meet, 

Now higher leap and higher ; 
Their agUe forms are knit so light, 
That, though they dance the live-long night. 

They never stop nor tire ! 

At last the merry sprights from view 
Into a distant nook withdrew. 

And feasting rul'd the hour. 
Unguarded now the cruse was left ; 
Unmark'd by all the secret theft, 

I tried its magic power. 

And on my eyelids laid the charm. — 
Unearthly sounds mine ears alarm ! 

Thick vapours 'gan to play 
O'er aU the scene ! — ^the visions fade 
Erom light to pale, from pale to shade, 

And pass in air away ! 

Where I had view'd the glitt'ring room, 
The cavern now extends its gloom. 
And startled bats are seen ; 
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Where late the lamps their lustre threw, 
Wild weeds, and creeping mosses grew, 
And cohwebs hung between. 

And is it thus, with grief I cried, 
Is thus your phantom pomp supplied 

But with delusive show ? 
Vain words ! to answer none were there — 
Faint sounds alone disturbed the air 

Of steps in haste to go. 

Yet though no fairies staid behind. 
With ease their moral we may find ; 

And let us mark it well : 
Is it not thus through life we go, 
Charm'd with vain joys that end in woe. 
Nor deem them unsubstantial show, 

Till death dissolves the spell P 

1828. 

Note. — When this Ballad was written the Author had not 
seen the pretty fidry tale entitled Nerval, which is introduced in 
''Reverses, or the Fair&z fiunily," in which the same super- 
stition of the magic ointment is chosen to convey the moral. 



LINES FROM A MOTHER TO HER INFANT. 

Now Spring from her green mantle flings 
Sweet flow'rs, and decks with buds the tree, 

But jet no bud nor flow'r she brings 
So sweet, lov'd child, as thou to me ! 

"No note that from the wood resounds 
FaUs half so sweetly on mine ear, 

As those soft, murm'ring, dove-like sounds 
That tell thy cherub form is near. 

More gaj delights let others seek ; 

Match me the joy that equals this. 
To print upon thy yielding cheek 

The fervour of a mother's kiss ! 

To watch those blue and beaming eyes, 

That innocent and placid air, 
That smiLe as soft as vernal skies. 

Which only peace like thine may wear. 

Ere long thy smooth and polish'd brow 
Must own the wrinkling hand of time ; 

The rose that paints thy young cheek now 
Shall wither in the world's rude clime. 
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Soon, soon shall pass the stumj hours 
Of youth and hope, when life is new : 

And thorns shall mingle with the flow'rs, 
And clouds conceal the fSury view. 

But shall I grieve that these are thine, 
That health and joy shall cease to bless. 

That life no more shall brightly shine^ 
And thou wilt learn to love it less P 

Ah no ! — so be thy future years 

Unstain'd by crime, to virtue given — 

'Tis all my prayer; the path of tears 
Is oft the surest path to heaven. 

1829. 



LINES ADDKESSED TO A YOUNG FRIEND. 

Who loves not more to view the op'ning Spring 
Eich in the promise of fair fruits and flow'rs, 
While health and pleasure lead the dancing hours. 
And woods and vales with mirth and music ring. 
Than all that Summer's lavish hand can bring, 
Or Autumn promise of her ripen'd store ; 
Por then th' enchantress spreads her golden wing, 
Hope smiles upon the closing scene no more. 



So thouy lov'd child, may haply please me less 
When in the pride of youth and beauty's day. 
Than now, that in thine infant loveliness 
I view thee sporting — ^watch the changeful play 
Of feeling o'er thy sweet expressive &ce, 
Where sense and fancy mingle ; where no trace 
As yet is seen of sorrow or of care ; — 
Alas ! and must they come P— then lightly fall thy 
share! 



LIFEB ADDBESSED TO A YOnffG EBIEND. 25 

Who can believe it that beholds thee now, 
Health on thy cheek and pleasure in thy glance ? 
What fairy's step is lighter in the dance P 
What bird sings livelier from a Spring-tide bough ? 
Yet most I love thee when those accents flow 
In purest truth, unmingled yet with art ; 
Or when thy speaking eye and cheek's soft glow 
Tell, ere express'd, the feelings of thy heart. — 
Ah ! happy age of innocence divine. 
And peace, and joy;— may Heaven long guard 
them thine ! 



HOME AT THE HOUR OF EVENING. 

How soft the glow of daylight fades 
Beneath these calm domestic shades, 
Shedding a mild, uncertain gleam 
Like the pale light that gilds a dream. 
Dream-like, where'er I turn my eyes, 
The happy hours of childhood rise— 
The whisp'ring music of the trees, 
The babny scents that fill the breeze. 
Where it sweeps o'er the roses' bloonr, 
Or steals the jessamine's perfiune — 
And yon sweet blackbird's mournful tone 
Becalls those days too quickly flown, 
When health and pleasure's cheerful voice 
Each morning call'd us to rejoice, 
While time went by on silken wing, 
And life was one perpetual Spring. 

As the sweet picture mem'ry lends, 
See where a darker shade descends, 
And all the distant garden blends ! 
While here the moon, Pronely bright, 
Decks the soft scene with magic Hght, 
O'er the smooth lawn her mantle weaves. 
And glances on the trembling leaves. 



HOME AT THE HOUB OF SYEKIKO. 27 

Who, at such solemn hour as this, 
When most we taste of tranquil bliss, 
When most devotion claims her part, 
Speaking in whispers to the heart, 
Till with the fervent ecstacy 
Delightful tears sufiuse the eye, 
And to the soul almost is given 
A foretaste of tiie joys of heav'n — 
Who would such holy calm forego 
For pleasure's vain and empty show, 
The pride, the pageantry of art, 
Which still deceives the youthfol heart. 
Whose later thoughts lament in vain 
Those hours which ne'er return again. 



Oft have I thought, in scenes of life 
With hurry and with tumult rife. 
When haply we are far away, 
Here still shall sorrowing &ncy stray. 
Still trace the shades, or tend the flow'rs 
When this lov'd home no more is ours. 
Ah ! Memory, spare to trace the scene 
When joys are past that once have been, 
When life has lost its pleasing glow, 
Beft of the friends that bless it now, 
And through its flat and dreary way 
With solitaiy steps we stray. 



28 HOME AT THE HOTTB OE SYENHTa. 

Then, Home ! thou only spot where joy 

Is tasted still without alloy ; 

Where yet are found some ling'ring flow'rs 

Of Eden's desolated bowers ; 

Where soft affection soothes the breast, 

And dear, domestic pleasures rest — 

How wiU thy chensh'd image bring 

Thoughts that the heart with anguish wring ! 

How at remembrance of these years 

Will vainly flow the gushing tears ! 

Yet then what thought shall bring relief 
And mingle comfort with our grief? 
The thought that those we love so well 
Now in a home eternal dwell : 
A home which we may one day share, 
Erom sorrow free and pain and care. 
Cease then to flow, repining tears. 
While Hope's celestial form appears. 
With smile divine she gilds the gloom, 
And lights our passage to the tomb, 
And points to that eternal shore 
Where we shall meet to part no more ! 

1830. 



THE DELUSIONS OF FANCY. 

When eyening mist the landscape shrouds, 
Op when, half-rob'd in fleecy clouds, 
The moon with soft uncertain light 
Invests the solemn scenes of night, 
New beauties then those scenes display, 
They seem much fairer than by day ; 
For what the doubtful light denies, 
Fancy with ready art supplies ; 
And Fancy can a scene bestow 
More fair than nature's fairest show. 



When in the air sweet music floats, 

How oft the broken distant notes 

Create a tune more sweetly wild 

Than e'er the list'ning ear beguil'd ; 

A sound to pensive minds so dear 

They never wish the music near. 

And whence is this P — 'tis Fancy's measure 

That fills the raptur'd soul with pleasure ; 

For Fancy can create a tone 

More sweet than e'er on earth was known. 
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And thus in wann romantic jouth 
When, true ourselves, we look for truth, 
How lovely early friendships seem ! 
But ah ! they vanish like a dream. 
In our own mind the picture lay ; 
We wake, and find it pass'd away. 
Fancy, who stiU the heart deceives, 
A veil of bright perfection weaves, 
And with affection's power combin'd 
Arrays the idol of the mind. 
Ah ! who can paint, but those who know 
The sick'ning bosom's weight of woe, 
The anguish of that bitter day 
Which tears th' illusive veil away ? 
Languid and dull each scene appears, 
Fast flow the unresisted tears ; 
Half we resolve, since friendship's vain, 
Ne'er to rejoice on earth again. 
And dost thou then, O Fancy bright, 
Deceive us still with false delight P 
Are all thy charms, so pnz'd in youth. 
Found but in absence of the truth P 
Thou airy phantom, vain pretence, 
Ah ! take thy fond illusions hence ; 
For know, however fair thou be. 
Henceforth I shall beware of thee. 

1834. 



EPITAPH ON AN INFANT. 

Abt thou 80 soon, sweet in&nt, laid to sleep 
In the cold lap of death, to wake no more P — 
'Tis for ourselves, not thee, that we must weep ; 
For thee the world no sorrow has in store, 
No care ; — ^nor wilt thou ever feel again 
The bitter lot of sickness or of pain. 

And oh ! how blest ! Ere sin thj soul could harm, 
Thou wast borne hence, where faith may thee 

behold 
Encircled by thy gracious Saviour's arm. 
One of the flock within His peaceful fold. 
He leads them aU, but in His bosom bears 
The tender lambs^; such blessedness is theirs. 

1834. 

' Isaiah zl. 11. 



ELEGY ON THE RETURN OP SPRING. 
(For m^ny years a season of pain and sickness.) 

O Spring, how pleasant did thy face appear 
When life resembled thee in childhood's hours ; 

Thou wast the happiest season of the year, 

Gaj with thy tuneful birds, and op'ning flowers. 

But since that time more dreary days have dawn'd ; 

All mark'd by sufiPring has thy coming been. 
And I have ynih. " a still small voice" been wam'd 

To look for bliss beyond the present scene. 

Ton thrush that sings upon the well-known bough, 
How joyous once I heard his varied strain ! 

His note reminds me but of sorrow now, 
The fev'rish throb, and long, long day of pain. 

Yet grieve I not ; for happier hours shall smile, 
And happiness restored shall safer be ; 

False views of life no longer shall beguile, 
Nor raise the mind to thoughtless ecstacy. 

Ah no ! I grieve not ; — ^that divine command 
" To commune with our heart and to be still," 

When earthly comforts at a distance stand. 
The silent couch of woe can best fulfil. 



ELEGY ON THE BETXTBir OF SPBTETa. 33 

And who would not the darts of pain endure. 
If these awake contrition's soffc'mng tear. 

If these our Heavenly Father's love ensure «, 
And to our hearts His holj word endear P 

How many a promise Mis on sorrow's ear, 
Nor felt nor understood when life was gay ! 

As darkness makes a thousand worlds appear, 
Lost and unseen amid the blaze of day. 

Henceforth a tranquil chasten'd bUss be mine, 
Alike remov'd from rapture and from woe ; 

And mine the light which more and more shall 
shine ^, 
And teach me gently all I need to know. 

And may the Lord, who here hath been my stay, 
Stfll guide me safely to that peaceful shore 

Where His own hand shall wipe our tears away, 
And pain and sin shall never vex us more. 

1835. 

« Heb. xii. 6. »» Prov. iv. 18. 



LINES ON DISMISSING AN UNFAITHFUL SERVANT. 

Be not too angry at thy servant's sin. 
But, while thou dost rebuke him, look within ; 
Let the just zeal with which thy breast is fraught 
Be tempered with an inward humbling thought : 
Thou hast offended, and wilt still offend 
A mightier Master and a kinder Friend. 
K thou hast oft forgiv'n and kindness shew'd. 
The '^ hundred pence" was all thy servant ow'd; 
'' Ten thousand talents" are to thee forgiv'n. 
Thy injured Lord is Lord of earth and heaven ! — 
Then, whilst for others thou must bear the rod, 
And " rule with diligence* " as unto Qt)d, 
Muse on the humbling lesson when alone, 
And in thy servant's fault behold thine own. 

1838. 

* Rom. zii. 8 ; Coloss. iv. 1. 



ON FIRST SEEING THE TRAIN PASS. 

Habk ! the shrill whistle tells the train is near ! 
Lo ! where it comes, nor time nor distance heeds ! 
Bapid and vast the moving terror speeds, 
And fills the trembling frame with sudden fear. 
And now the pant of its dread breath we hear ; 
It is at hand ! The horrid madd'ning sounds, 
The huge increasing bulk the sense confounds — 
The sick brain turns — ^the quivering nerves give o'er 
Their wonted strength — ^we hear and see no more ! 
Already far away, the lessening train 
Pursues its dread career along th' astonished plain. 

1840. 



TO A SISTER. 

"We miss thee on the dewy hill, 

We miss thee by thy fav'rite stream ; 

Each scene appears so sad and still, 
All changed as in a paroful dream. 

For thy dear form we look in vain — 

When shall we have thee here again ? 

Though other love is now around thee, 

Yet hast thou not forgotten ours ; 
Some spell, some ling'ring spell, hath bound thee. 

Thou waitest for the time of flow'rs ; 
To thee the flow'rs were always dear, 
And sweet the opening of the year. 

Thou waitest for that pleasant time. 
The time of Spring and joy and love, 

When smiles the violet in her prime. 
And ring-doves murmur thro' the grove ; 

When the first cuckoo's early note 

Sounds sweetly from the woods remote. 



TO A 8ISTEB. 87 

When clieerM daisies deck the green, 
And hawthorn buds the graceful spray, 

And childhood's sportive group is seen 
In every flowery mead at play ; — 

To them earth seems a pleasant land, 

For Hfe and Spring go hand in hand. 

Those hours when thou wast with us last, 
Those vernal hours, are they gone by ? 

So swiftly has that season pass'd ! 
Does joy indeed so swiftly fly ?-— 

And must we wait another year. 

Ere thou and Spring again are here ? 

The Summer, long, with magic smile 

Has chang'd the garlands brought by May ; 

Her gorgeous flow'rs have bloomed awhile, 
And now, like those, have pass'd away ; 

Her long bright days of joy are o'er. 

Her balmy evenings come no more. 

And yet the rural landscape still 

Delights aU varied can unfold. 
While Autumn casts o'er wood and hiU 

Her russet mantle fring'd with gold ; 
While skies, tho' pale, like these are clear, 
And smile upon the parting year. 
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But see ! the leaves are falling fast. 
As homewards hastening we retire ; 

And hark ! the wild November blast 
Warns us to trim our evening fire : 

Lov'd sister ! — here we miss thee more 

Than all the live-long day before. 

The book — the pen — the warbled strain — 
All sweet, were sweeter shar'd with thee. 

And wilt thou not return again, 
Again our dear companion be, 

And make the dreary winter hours 

Dance on, as if they trod on flowers ? 

Ah come ! our dearest wish fulfil ! 

This rural home thou lov'st so well, 
Though happy, shall be happier still, 

When thou with us again shalt dwell : 
Ah come ! and make our hearts rejoice 
To hear again thy gentle voice. 

Come ! and thy promis'd vow remember, 
Ere wintry glooms o'erhang the sky, 

And we are chilled by " bleak December," 
And wish in vain that thou wert nigh :— 

Come then, not soon again to roam 

From this thy lov'd, thy rural home. 

1840. 



SONNET ON THE END OF A COLD BAINT SUMMER. 

Defabting Summer, how I grieve to see 
Thy farewell steps, how short thy stay hath been 
In our cold land ! And why, O wayward queen, 
Why cam'st thou not in state ? No jocund hours, 
No smiling graces, crown'd with blooming flowers 
As th^ were wont, have form'd thy pageantry. 
Hast thou indeed been h»e P or rather say, 
Has not pale Winter, in thy borrow'd gear, 
Been ling'ring still, and mock'd th' expecting year ? 
Yes, the chill mom, the drear and joyless day 
Betray'd his gloomy presence, all the time 
That thou wast sporting in some happier clime. 
Ah ! Summer, come e'en now to cheer the land ; 
Betum, and link'd with Autumn hand in hand, 
Mingle thy charms with hers ; while at thy Toice 
Nature again shall smile, and all her scenes rejoiceJ. 

1841. 

J By a curious ooincidenee^ just after writaog these^ we had a 
week of the most warm and lovely weather ; summer indeed ap- 
peared to return ; the swallows, which had been dispersing, col- 
lected again on the roo& and chimneys, chirping all day in the 
bright sunshine with that cheerful hilarity so characteristic of 
fine weather ; the fields and flowers revived ; they were a few 
dajTB most delightfiil for the harvest ; but alas ! they were only 
a few days; the clouds and cold rain soon returned, and the 
earth resumed her gloomy and winter-like appea r anc e . 



LINES ON A FRIEND. 

Ladt, when first I saw thee, saw thy face 
Eadiant with beauty, I lidmir'd thee less 

Than when I saw, sustain'd by inward grace 
How meekly thou didst wear thy loveliness ; 

E'en meekly as the Summer's loveliest flower 

Wears its sweet charms, unconscious of their power. 

Yes, as that rose which thou didst shew to me, 
Veil'd in the lowly moss appeared more bright. 

So, veil*d in lowly sweet humility. 

Thy ever-varying charms the more delight, 

In kindly hearts a kindlier warmth inflame, 

And rob e'en envy of the power to blame. 

What is a beaming eye — a graceful air— 
A smile — ^unless the smile is from within ? 

No outward charms, unless the mind were fair, 
Could e'er my love or admiration win : 

No— 'twas not these, though pleasing to the sight, 

It was not these that gave me such delight. 



LIKES OK A FBIEKD. 41 

Nor when I heard thy harp's melodious strain 
Falling in dying cadence on the ear, 

And felt that never, till we meet again, 

Should I such sweet, such soul-felt music hear ; 

Yet even then, although in rapture lost. 

It was not then that I admir'd thee most. 

'Twas when I saw that, free from selfish feeling. 
Thy wishes still to others were subdued ; 

'Twas when, thy kind and tender heart revealing, 
The tear of sympathy thy cheek bedew'd ; — 

These were the spells that bound thee to my heart 

With that sweet magic which will ne'er depart. 

'Twas when I saw that, though to all so pleasing, 
In social duties most 'twas thine to please, 

A husband's cares with fond affection easing. 
Sharing a daughter's joys with graceful ease. 

And minist'ring to those in want and pain 

Whose humble lot could yield thee nought again. 

Lady, go on in these thy works of love, 

For these shall last when youth and bloom are o'er ^ 

Yes, these shaU form thy crown of joy above, 
Where want and pain shall need thy care no more. 

Lady, go on— until thy Saviour's voice 

Shall own thee, and shall bid thy soul rejoice. 



RECOLLECTION OF A SUMMER WALK 
AT BLENHEIM. 

Was it a dream, lov'd Mother, that I Btray'd 
With thee again beneath that well-known shade. 
Where happy childhood pass' d— again did press 
Thy hand in mine, and felt thy dear caress P 
Ah no ! what dream could give me back so true 
The earth's rich verdure, or the heaven's soft blue ? 
What dream so clearly to my ear could bring 
The Hquid murmur of the distant spring; 
Or shew so bright the golden sunbeam's dance, 
Where through the groves the sparkling waters 

glance; 
Or wake the gentle whisper of the tree. 
Or the low music of the vagrant bee? 

No — 'twas no dream the pleasure of that day ! 
And still with thee along the path I stray, 
And still enjoy, with pensive mem'ry's aid. 
The murm'ring waters and the whisp'nng shade. 
Thine image too, my Father, lingers there ; 
For thou didst all our smnmer rambles share, 
The charms of fancy it was thine to give. 
And bid the beautiful ideal live ; 



BBOOLLBOnON OF A. 8UMMBB WALK. 48 

Well I remember, when we first enjoy'd 
Those fBiij scenes, with pleasure unalloy'd ; 
Thy guiding hand had op'd the classic gate 
To our young minds of Eden's happy state ; 
Thy guiding hand had led our steps along 
Through Spenser's wild and sweetly warbled song« 
Oh ! then what magic tints, before unknown, 
Majestic Blenheim, o'er thy shades were thrown ! 
Where'er we rov*d, sweet Fancy would impart 
Through each, through all, new rapture to the heart. 
Hers was the voice that woke on every breeze, 
Hers were the forms that glided through the trees ; 
The warbling birds, the bees among the flowers, 
All told of paradise and smiling hours, 
And the clear stream, that murmur'd through the 

grove, 
Of bowers of bliss and innocence and love. 

How blest those days, to care and pain unknown ! 

Too soon alas ! too soon, for ever flown ! 

O youth and hope, and will ye come no more ? 

The joys of early youth indeed are o'er, 

Not those of hope ; that still her joys we know. 

To you, lov'd Parents, next to Heav'n we owe. 

How vain the hope that ardent youth inspires ! 

The path how dang'rous lit by fancy's flres ! 

A surer hope you taught, a safer way, 

A light that brightens to the perfect day : 



44 BECOLLECTION OF A SITMMEB WALK ' 

That light which cheers the darkest hour of woe, 
To your blest nurture next to Heav'n we owe ! 
To you we owe the peace Eeligion brings, 
The hallow'd peace which from her duties springs : 
Nature's sweet pleasures, all untouched with blame^, 
Books — music — ^poesy — ^from you they came. 
E*en Fancy's charms, though chastened now her 

powers 
To cheer not enervate the mind, are ours. 
In each, in all of these, the while we view 
Tour early teaching, often we renew 
Sweet converse, sweet communion, though awhile 
Our paths are separate, and th' endearing smile 
Of love parental we may not behold. 
Nor those dear hands within our own enfold. 
Our paths awhile are separate ; yet not vain 
The joyful hope that we shall " meet again^ !" 
Oft have we been permitted thus to meet. 
While cheerful looks and kindly voices greet 
Our coming to the home which saw us stand 
In youth's bright hours an undivided band. 
Nor are we now divided, though apart. 
By love's sweet bonds united still in heart. 

k In one of Sir W. Pepys* interesting letters, in the Life of 
Hannah More, he makes this observation on the pure enjoyment 
of natural scenery: "There is a consciousness which always 
attends this species of delight, and which adds much to its efifect 
on the mind, namely that it cannot be indulged to excess." 

Alluding to a jGnvourite &mily melody, ** Joyful words, we 
meet again I" 



AT BLENHEIM. 45 

Nor are we separate at that hallow'd hour 
When most Devotion claims her soothing power ; 
When mom and evening sees our prayers arise 
To TTim who hears, and views with fav'ring eyes 
Those families who call upon His name. 
Watchful to feed the social altar's flame. 

Oh ! may TTih mercy on our households rest ! 
Oh ! may He bless us, and we shall be blest ! 
Still to His hand each blessing may we trace, 
In woe be still supported by His grace ; 
And may He bring us to those realms above 
Where we shall dwell in undivided love, 
Where sorrow's tears are dried, where pain is o'er — 
There may we meet again, to part no more ! 

1843. 



LINES SENT TO A BELOVED FATHER, 
WITH SOME LATE VIOLETS. 

How oft have I rejoic'd in pleasant Spring 
To cull the first new violets of the year ; 

Yet these, which now from Autumn's lap I bring 
And offer unto thee, are far more dear ; 
For now when skies are pale and woods are sere, 

And e'en September's ling'ring flow'rs are o'er, 

These few, these cherish'd sweets we prise the 
more. 

Meet emblems are they of parental love, 

Which, when the love of Summer friends is gone, 
Still blossoms, selfish feelings far above, 
And loving most when we are most alone, 
idlest is our lot that we such love have known. 
And know it still, though life's sweet May is past. 
Bright through her "yellow leaf™" and her Au- 
tumnal blast! 

Oct. 1846. 

■ " My May of life 

Is &ll'n into the sere and yellow leaf.*' 

Macbeth. 
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LIFE'S CHANGES. 

Because thej have no changes, therefore they foar not God«" 
Psahn ly. 19 ; see also Jerem. zlviii. 11. 



I SAW thee in youth, and thine eyes' bright beams 
Spoke of all that was sweet and fair, 

Of all that the youthful spirit dreams 
In its fields of Elysian air. 

Health love and joy around thee play'd, 

And Hope cast her halo o'er thee ; 
While Fancy's aerial music play'd, 

Op'ning magic scenes before thee. 

I saw thee again, and the charm was gone 
Which thy youthful path had lighted ; 

And thou seem'dst to be walking the earth alone, 
With hopes and feelings blighted. 

Health love and joy no more were there, 
They had smil'd but to deceive thee ; 

While in Fancy's charms thou hadst found a snare, 
And e'en Hope appear'd to leave thee. 



48 life's changes. 

Thou hadst prov'd the world, and found it vain 

To ensure one lasting pleasure ; 
While the hour of sickness sorrow and pain 

Shew'd how frail was all thy treasure. 

The "pleasant plants"" which thy youth had rear'd, 

Bright to-day, and gone to-morrow, 
Now a wreath of withered leaves appear' d, 

In the night of " desperate sorrow." 

Oh ! well for thee was the wintry blast 
Which thine earthly pleasures blighted ; 

And well for thee was the change that pass'd 
O'er all that thy heart delighted. 

I saw thee again, and a peaceful smile 

Play'd o'er each faded feature ; 
No earthly hope could thy heart beguile, 

Love dwelt not on the creature. 

Thine eyes with calm contentment shone, 

The sense of sin forgiv'n ; 
Thy love was now thy Grod's alone, 

Thy hope waa fii'd on Heaven. 

' Isa. zvii, 11. 



LINES ADDRESSED TO THE CHILDREN OF 
A DAT-SCHOOL. 

In memory of a dear School-fellow. 

We meet, but not as once we met, 

For one is wanting here ; 
And can we then so soon forget, 

In play&l mirth and cheer, 
That lost one, whose belov'd remains 
Ton lowly hillock now contains® ? 



No, children, you cannot forget, 
Tho' time shall heal your woe ; 

E*en as his hand her grave shall set 
With daisied turf to grow; 

In each lov'd scene you miss her still, 

^Along the brook, and up the hill. 



• Her grave, which was visible from the Rectory garden, where 
they occasionally met to play. 

E 



50 LUfTEB ADDBISSED TO THE CHILDEEH 

You miBS her when you gather flowen, 

Or innocently play ; 
You miss her more when solemn hours 

Call you to read and pray ; ♦ 

When in the psalm you all rejoice, 
Then most you miss her cheerful voice. 



'Twas Winter when your playmate died. 

The snow laid on her tomb ; 
And now the Spring in flowery pride 

Bids field and garden bloom ; 
But she no more with you may bring 
The first new violets of the Spring. 

'Tis for yourselves that you must mourn, 

She is, we trust, in bliss ; 
She woidd not, if she might, return 

To such a world as this ; 
She gathers fiowers that never die 
In that bright land beyond the sky. 

Children ! if she might come again 

To such a world as ours. 
Think you 'twould give her spirit pain 

To see you gathering fiowers P 
Her gentle spirit would rejoice 
To hear each happy infant voice ! 



OF A DAT-SOHOOL. 51 

And when you meet for praise and prayer, 

There she would love to be ; 
Por she would find her Saviour there, 

In that blest company P ! 
The last words she was heard to say 
Were " Children, never cease to pray." 

But ah ! dear children, should you sin, 

This, this would cause her woe, 
And make her feel a pang within. 

Which you can never know. 
Tin you, like her, from sin are free 
In blissful immortality. 

I know you would not cause her pain. 

You long e'en now to say 
That you will never sin again 

And never cease to pray ; 
And yet for you she never died, 
Nor suffer'd, nor was crucified. 

If for her sake you hate your sin, 

Oh ! hate it tenfold more 
For His who died our souls to win. 

And our lost bliss restore ; 
And paid the price with many a groan 
And anguish all to us unknown. 

r See Matt, zviii. 20. 



52 LUTES ADDBXSSED TO THS OKILDBEK, &C. 

Oh ! think what were the pangs He felt, 
Those pangs our sins required. 

When in that agony He knelt. 
When on the cross ezpir'd ! 

And turn from every Bm away, 

And niever never cease to pray. 

1850. 



LINES ADDRESSED TO A LADY 
UNDER BEREAVEMENT AND DECLINING HEALTH. 

" The Blaster is come^ and oalleth for thee." John xi, 28. 

I. 

Be of good comfort % rise. He calleth thee 
From this world's vaiii and transitoiy scenes ; 

Oh ! quickly rise, and to thy Saviour flee, 
In whose blest smile no sorrow intervenes 

To darken o'er the sunshine of thy joy ; — 

His peace He gives thee, peace without alloy. 

n. 

He gives not as the world gives'. — some short 
hours 

Of fleeting bliss for Ung'ring days of woe, 
The pomp of birth, or beauty's fading flowers. 

If these are thine, 'tis also thine to know 
That sickness shews their vanity, and brings 
More lasting comfort on her silent wings. 

« Mark x. 49. . ' John xiv. 27. 



54 LINES ADDBESSED TO A LADT 

in. 

Oh ! view her as she is — an angel sent, 
A chast'ning angel, from thy Father's throne. 

Blighting all earthly pleasure and content. 
To give thee happiness before unkQown. 

Thy mortal robe she gently doth untie, 

To dress thy soul for immortality. 

rv. 

She draws the veil, that covers truth, aside, 
Dissolves the gaudy images of things, 

Which in the soul's most secret chambers hide. 
The youthful spirit's fond imaginings' ; 

Closing the ear to each intrusive tone. 

That we may hear the Saviour's voice alone. 

V. 

That " still smaU voice" in sorrow often found 
And privacy, which Paul* so kindly sought. 

To press its truths, by worldly tumult drown' d. 
On the few noble to their Saviour brought. 

Oh be amongst those few ! — Let thy desire 

Be fix'd on Him, and aU thy soul inspire ! 

■ See the fine description of the ''chambers of imagery/* 
Ezekiel viii.; and the reflections on sickness in Jer. Taylor's 
"Holy Dying," section 6. 

' OaL ii 2 ; and 1 Cor. i. 26. 
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VI. 

He looks on thee and loves tliee°. — Thon didst love 
His poorer brethren, and their wants supply. 

More lastingly to fix thy hopes above, 
More deeply now thy love to Him to try, 

He bids thee leave all that the heart ador'd, 
That thon in Him mayst find it all restor'd^. 

vn. 

Weep not that one so lov'd is gone before, 

That thou on earth that face no more shalt see ; 

Nay, thou wilt hope and long for heaven the more, 
For, where thy treasure is, thy heart will be ! 

Look far beyond thy brother's silent grave. 

Yea, look to Him who died his soul to save. 

vin. 

This, this is heaven, to live to Him alone ; 

Heaven is a state that must on earth begin. 
Oh ! mayst thou feel e'en Tiere its joys unknown, 
Mayst feel e'en here its blessed rest from sin ^ ! 
Holy in Christ, here suffer all His will. 
Till through His grace, in heaven thou shalt be 
holier still ! 

1848. 

■ Markz. 21. 
> Luke ziv. 88. ' Heb. iv. 8 ; and 1 Peter iv. 1. 



i 



NOTES. 

Stanza vi. In one of Klopstock's beautiful letters this pas- 
sage occurs. " When by a taste for virtuous deeds, and bj 
some trifling good actions which to us are not difficult, though 
to the vulgar they appear so, we have made a show of intend- 
ing to be virtuous ; then Providence seizes our whole heart» 
and puts this great question to us ; whether we will here too 
submit ; whether we will be virtuous even here ?" 

Stanza vii. The following beautiful dream was vouchsafed to a 
lady under grief for the loss of an only son, and anxiety as to 
whether she should be permitted to recognise him in a happier- 
world. She dreamt that she saw her son standing at the foot 
of the bed, and our blessed Saviour standing by him, who in a- 
voice of the most soothing kindness said, '* I have saved him, 
body and souL" She perfectly recognised her son, but ber 
eyes were rivetted on her Saviour, nor could she take them off 
from Him, thus, in her dream» anticipating the happiness of 
heaven ; " He shall be all in all/' 

Stanza VIII* '* I am disposed to think," writes Bishop Jebb, 
** that the religion of most books we read is radically defective : 
it looks to heaven and hell as places rather than as conditions 
or states of moral happiness or misery. Whereas I cenceiye 
that holiness must form a principal part of heavenly enjoy- 
ment; and that sin must form a principal part of infernal 
torment ; so that the heaven of a good man is in some measure 
commenced in this life." Bishop Jebb's Life. 

It is singular that in making this observation. Bishop Jebb 
did not make use of his own favourite parallelism for illustra- 
tion of this awful truth. 

'* He that is unjust, let him be imjuat still ; and 
He that is holy, let him be holy still." Rev. zzii. 11. 



STANZAS TO THE MEMORY OF MISS CASAMAIJOR. 
The memory of the just is blessed ^" 



f<i 



Thou art pass'd firom earth away, 
And in those hearts who knew thee anguish swells, 
When on thy gentle deeds their memory dwells 

And all thy lips did say, 
"Which from the toords of love could ne'er depart, 
Secause the law of love was in thy heart '. 



Still shiues thy light serene 
E*en on the path of thoughtless infancy. 
And pious acts seem lovely, done by thee *. 

Long years may intervene. 
And when the child, like thee, has aged grown, 
Then will she bless that light which round her 
shone ^ 



' Prov. X. 7. • Prov. xzxi. 26. 

ft In allusion to the habit of the eldest child of the landlady 
with whom Miss Gasamaijor had lodged, who attended the daily 
Church Service because she had been accustomed to see Miss 
Gasamaijor do so. •* Prov. xxiL 6. 
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gentle, gentle friend ! 
Sweet is thy mem'iy, as the cherish'd leaves 
Pluck'd by thy hand, from which the vase receives 

Fragrance that will not end, 
Even when broken ^, From thy holy rest 
So whisp'rest thou sweet thoughts, which to our 
souls are blest <*. 

* Some vases oontaining these leaves remained in her drawing- 
room after her death. Th^bore these inscriptions ; " Remem- 
ber me," " Think on me." — The sentiment which is expressed in 
the lines is borrowed from Moore's Melodies, 

** You may break, you may shatter the vase as you will, 
But the scent of the roses will hang round it still." 

* She, ** being dead, yet speaketh." Heb. xi. 4. 



ON A DEAR SISTER'S REFUSING TO RESUME 
HER MUSIC AFTER HER BELOVED FATHER'S DEATH. 

" If I foiget thee let my right hand forget her ouiming." 

Psahn cxxxvii 5. 

How can I sing ? — ^This world is now to me 

A cold strange land ; for he is here no more 
Who lov'd so weU the voice of melody, 

And all is gone which gave delight before. 
He walks etermty's tmbotmded shore, 

And hears her sounds of heavenly harmony ; 
Therefore earth's harmonies for me are o'er : 

Yes — ^it is meet my harp should silent be. 



Should I again awake the sounding strings, 

Would not each note our bitter grief renew ? 
Each pensive air some fond remembrance brings 

Of that dear form which we no more may view. 
Hang there, my harp, upon the mournful yew 

Which o'er his tomb its solemn shadow flings. 
And let the winds alone thy tones renew. 

Sounding a last farewell in mystic murmurings ! 
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Oh ! for that day when we again may hear 
The Yoice we love, in that seraphic strain 

Which M\a e'en now on raptur'd fency's ear ! — 
Till then, 'tis best in sorrow to remain. 

Yes — till that day, when we shall meet again, 
No earthly joy shall to my soul be dear ; 

For all such joys to mourning hearts are vain. 

Flow on, ye ling'ring hours! — Oh that that day 
were near ! 

1852. 



MEMORY OF DEPABTED FRIENDS. 

Thebb are times, pensive times, of calm thought, 
when we find, 

By the scent of a £low*r or the sound of a stream, 
The freshness of childhood comes over the mind, 

Like music we hear in a dream. 

Then we think of the friends we have lov'd, who 
are gone. 

And who never can share our enjoyments again ; 
And we feel, could it be, we would die to atone 

For the follies that e'er gave them pain. 

Let us cherish such thoughts ; they wiU keep the 
heart pure 
Erom the love of vain pleasure and soul-wound- 
ing mirth; 
And, supported by gra<;e, will our virtue ensure, 
And lift us above the dull earth. 

They wiU quicken our steps towards that heavenly 
clime 
Where again we shall meet the lov'd friends we 
deplore. 
While we patiently bear the short sorrows of time 
For the joys that shall never be o'er. 

1852. 



^actttt ^»o«w*' 



«THB KINGDOM OF GOD IS WITHIN YOU*." 

'Tib bere, my soul, 'tis liere thou must prepare 
Eor beayen, if tbou its boly bliss wouldst sbare ; 
Since deatb, wbo bolds o'er all bis stem control, 
Cbanges tbe mortal body, not tbe soul. 
Wbate'er tbe soul's most lov'd pursuits baye been, 
Most frequent tbougbts, wbile in tbis passing scene, 
Of ibese its future nature will partake 
Wbene'er to endless being it sball wake. 
How tben can sin expect beayen's bliss to sbare ? 
How can tbe sinner find admittance tbere ? 
Nay, sbould tbose gates unfold, be would not find 
One pleasure suited to bis eartbly mind. 
Wbat are tbe joys tbat reign in beaven aboye P 
Preedom from sin, and purity, and loye : 
Tbere no intemp'rance reigns, no noisy mirtb, 
"Not pomps, nor pleasures of tbis passing eartb. 
Tbere saints deligbt a Sayiour's name to praise. 
And day and nigbt tbe boly antbem raise. 
Amid tbe bests tbat form tbat blissM band 
My sbudd'ring fancy sees tbe sinner stand ; 
Silent I see bim stand, abasb'd, alone, 
Wbile tbeir blest yoices ecbo round tbe tbrone : 
Tbe tbeme, tbe strain tbey sing, be ne'er can know ; 
He sbould baye learnt tbem botb wbilst bere below. 

Nor are tbey greater crimes alone, tbat keep 
Tb' immortal spirit in tbat fatal sleep, 

* Luke xrii. 21. 
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Which in vain dreams its energies employs 
Of trifling cares or unsubstantial jojs : 
Nor is it wealth alone corrupts the heart ; 
E'en mental riches may a pride impart 
To separate from God; and while it deems 
It needeth nought, and thus to others seems, 
'Tis '' blind and naked/' and the judgment day 
Shall all its uncloth'd wretchedness display^ 
O then, my soul, 'tis here thou must prepare. 
If thou the bliss of heaven wouldst ever share ; 
Here daily meet thy God in prayer and praise. 
Lest all unknown ihou meet'st His future gaze ; 
Lest, awful thought, His unyeil'd &oe should be 
A Heaven to others, yet no Heaven to thee ! 
Obey thy Lord's command, and sin no more, 
And learn to bear the cross thy Master bore. 
Hast thou the goods of life ? With cheerful heart 
To all who need thy richer store impart. 
Or hast thou mental riches P Shun display, 
And u^e them rather in the blessed way 
Of charity, so little understood, 
Which seeketh not her own, but others' good*^. 
Dost thou in sickness, need, or sorrow, pine? 
Thy will to God's almighty will resign : 
Believe on Him, assur'd that He wiU save, 
And give thee endless bliss beyond the grave. 

184i2. 

^ Rer. iii. 17, and Luke viii. 18. ' 1 Ck)r. xiL 31 and xiiL 



ON DEPRESSION OF SPIRIT. 
"A wounded spirit who can bear." — Prov. xviiL 14. 

Whbnob, and what art thou, O myBteriouB power, 
That wraps the spirit in that depth of gloom 

To which the darkness of the midnight hour 
Is light — a darkness more than of the tomb ! — 
A dim, an awful sense of coming doom 

Weighs on the soul ; — all present is distress, 

All love is cold, all life is weariness. 

Oh ! none but thos6 who feel it e'er can tell 
The terrors of that hour ; almost it seems 

A shadow cast as fbom the depths of heU, 
To rouse the spirit when secure it deems 
That all is peaceful, lost in slumb'ring dreams 

Of this world, making it e'en here to see 

Of Gbd's fierce wrath the dtead reality. 

Yes, in that hour each long-forgotten sin 
To memory starts ; we cannot now forget ; 

The "books are open'd*^" on the soul within, 
The thrbne of God's all-searching judgment set : 
Oh ! in that hour how deep is our regret, 

"* Dan. viL 10. 
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If ever we have broken that decree, 

" Judge not, and then thou shalt not judged be." 

Prostrate we fall in prayer ; — Oh ! though no ray 
Of heayenly mercy to the soul appears, 

Spurn us not. Lord, oh ! spurn us not away ! 
Let us but lie before Thy feet in tears. 
Submissive, though most wretched. Oh ! what years 

Of anguish are concentred in this hour 

When Thou reveal'st Thyself a God of power* ! 

'Tis past! — the hand that press'd us is retnoy'd^^ 
The cloud departs before the heavenly ray 

That beams again ; again we feel belov'd 
!For His blest sake who wash'd our guilt away. 
And is there nothing, nothing we can say 

Of hidden mercy in this trial sore, 

This mental furnace heated seven times o'er P 

Yes, now we feel that it was sent in love, 
That we might all our inward dross behold ; 

'Twas sent to humble us, our faith to prove ; 
Lo ! where its inmost fiery depths unfold 
His form divine? who brings us forth like gold — 

Our pride cast out, our love of self subdu'd, 

And His own image in the soul renew'd. 

• 1 Sam. ?i. 20. ' Ps. xxxviii 2. 

f DaiLiu.25; Jobxziii.10. 
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Oh ! much of pain they need, and much of woe, 
Those "spirits finely touch'd**," who truth discern 

More vividly than others, and who glow 

With "thoughts that breathe" of heaven, and 

" words that bum* ;" 
Thus they the hard, the hiunbling lesson learn 

Of their own darkness 'mid imparted Hght, 

And trust in Gtoi alone to lead their steps aright. 

^ MeaBure for Measure. 

* Gray's ode od. the Progress of Poesy. 



THE TWO DREAMS. 

J It 18 not an unoommon mistake that rioheB are in'themsehrw 
sinftil, and that poverty is virtuous. But surely the richest mani 
with God's graoe, may be good and humble, and use his riches 
for God's glory ; the poorest man, wnHumt this grace, may be 
sinful and proud, and may not use his single talent in His 
heavenly Master's service. Abraham was rich^, and Lazarus 
was poor ; yet they were both in Paradise, in our Lord's in- 
structive parable 1. Zaodueus was rich ; yet salvation came to 
his house*. Our blessed Saviour condescended to explain to His 
disciples that it was the trusting in riches that made them dan- 
gerous". But, for the comfort of the poor, it is their blessed 
privilege to know, from God's holy Word, that, while the rich, 
the noble, and the learned are not ofiem called into His kingdom", 
the poor are especially encouraged, bdag rich in fmA^, But to 
be rich in faith we must be poor in spirit — a state of heart which, 
though it is oflener found in poverty than in proi^rity, cannot 
be attained without the aid of the Holy Spirit. These thoughts 

gave rise to the following dreams « : — 

• 

I DBEAHT I stood in a gorgeous room, 
Of eastern pomp, where a rich perflime 
Scented the air ; while all gems of light 
And gold and purple charm'd mj sight. 
But it was not the pomp of that prmcely room 
That pleased my soul, nor the rich perfume ; 

i The little Introduction was added for the use of the poor, 
for whom this, and the following piece, was first published in 
" The Cottage Lamp." " Gen. xiiL 2. * Luke xvi 28. 

«• Luke xix. 9. » Mark x. 24. • 1 Cor. i. 26. 

^ James ii. 6. '' Job xxxiiL 14 — 16. 
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There was naught in my heart that for those would 

care — 
But the form diyine of my Lord was there ! 
And with Mis sacred presence blest, 
I found ^ safe i&.1diat room to rest; 
And Icdt the troth of ^e dream, when o'er, 
That His grace can hallow the nch man's store. 



I nsxAHT I stood in a clajr-built room, 

'Mid wintry poverty and gloom ; 

No gold was there— -no gems of light 

Shone on the raptur'd dazzled sight; 

iNo perfiime fill'd the scented «ir ; 

Yet was I blest — ^fbr the Lord was there ! 

There He appeared with ddight to rest, 

And pour soft balm on the poor man's breast ; 

And His presence shed o'er the clay-built room 

A holy light that dispell'd its gloom. 

And I found it sweet in that room to rest, 

And the soothing truth my dream expressed — 

That want and sorrow disappear 

In the poor man's cot when the Lord is near. 

I woke, and felt, where His grace I see, 

There it is blessed still to be ; 

Whether it shines in the rich man's room. 

Or the day-built cottage of want and gloom. 



« NOW IS THE ACCEPTED TIME'.»* 

SiTFPOSE you heard the last loud trumpet blow ; 
Suppose you heard the last wild shriek of woe 
Which careless sinners to the hearens shall send, 
When of their false delights they see the end ; 
Suppose you saw the Lord of glory nigh, 
Bob'd in His terrors, 'mid the flaming sky. 
How would you feel? Would you be filled with 

fear? 
Or would your heart rejoice that He was near P 
Would He to your soul say, as once He said 
To those who loved Him, " Be ye not a&aid ;" 
Fear not the thunders, or the flaming sky, 
Or the loud trumpet's blast, for " It is I !" 
If now you love Him, now you seek His fiice, 
If now you daily seek His strengthening grace. 
If for His sake you shun each fev'rite sin, 
This will be yours ; oh, then at once begin. 
Now is the time ! "Now to thy Saviour flee ? 
E'en in these lines His voice is calling thee ! 
Bise ! and with holy courage cast away 
Whate'er would cloud thy hope that awful day ; 
Whate'er ihe idol is, let it depart 
Without a sigh, and give the Lord thy heart ! 
Then when you hear that pealing trumpet's voice. 
Then, He has said it, shall your soul rejoice" ! 

»2 0or.vi2. •LuV»xxi,28. 



A VISION OP THE CROSS. 

MBTHOvaHT I saw Thee, O mj Saviour, liung 
Upon the paLoful cross, in agony, 

Such as alone a God could bear, which wrung 
Thy sinless Spirit, making it to be 
The sacrifice of deep, unfathom'd, mystery. 

Methought that he, who had denied Thee, came 
And sought Thy pardon with repentant tears, 
Which Thou didst grant, e'en fix)m that height of 
shame 
Bending Thy pitying eye to cabn his fears. 
Oh ! what a heayen of love in that one look ap- 
pears! 

And hast Thou but one pardon, O my God ? 
Oh ! hast Thou not reserved one look for me 

Of healing love ? Tes, though my soul hath trod 
The paths of sin, yet still Thy grace is free 
To pardon and to heal all who will trust in Thee. 
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That look of mercy shines like risen mom 

On the dark tempest which o'erwhelms my soul, 

With fear distrust and nerrous horrors torn, 
Whose awful waves in gloomy tumult roU*, 
And yield alone their strength to Thy divine 
control. 

Lo ! now Thy voice is uttered — " Peace ! be still !" 
The winds are still ; — ^the billows cease to roar ; 

While Thy mild accmts tbfough my spuji; thrill, 
'' fie of good dueer — fear not! the stona is o'er! 
O thou of litjtl^ fiiitb, distrust My We no 
more"." 



* *< All Thy waves and Thy billows are gone over me." Psalm 
xlii.7. 

" This was not an imaginary, but a real vision of the night, 
which recurred again to memory after the interval of some weeks, 
and flowed, on waking, into involuntary verse with that n^id 
combination of ideas and their appropriftte language which teems 
to proceed from some peculiar state of the brain, and which 
cannot be accounted for any more than any other operations 
of the inteUeot. Of these we may indeed say, 

"All that we know is, nothing can be known." 

He alone knows and directs them who "maketh the understand- 
ing to abound like Euphrates ;" — and ''declareth unto man what 
is his thought." Eochis. zziv. 26, and Amos iv. 13. The Lord 
of nature is Lord also of the human mind. 



HE VOICE OF NATURE AND THE VOICE OF GRACE. 

A yoiOB is on the mountom, 

And in the solemn grove, 
In the murmur of the fountain^ 

Which tells that Qtod is love. 

It breathes in incense from the flow'rs, 

In the rushing stream it flows, 
And it cheers our morning hours, 

And soothes our night's repose. 

It our noon-day path surroundeth 

When bees are on the wing. 
And our woodland walk resoundeth 

With the melodies of Spring. 

In the solemn winds it bloweth 

O'er the billows' ceaseless flow, 
Though their pathway no man knoweth^ 

Yet that gracious Yoice we know. 

And in childhood's happy hours 

It is heard without alloy ; 
For our way is strew'd with flow'rs, 

And we taste of Eden's joy. 

' Job xxviiL 7 ; John iiL 8. 
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But when sin and woe haye blighted 

Our spirit's early bloom, 
And o'er all tbat once delighted 

Gomes a shadow like the tomb ; 

Then that yoice is turu'd to monmingi 

Which gave such joy before, 
And we see the Spring returning. 

But owr Spring returns no more. 

Yes, the yoice of Nature pleaseth 
"When our hours with rapture flow ; 

But it is not hers which easeth 
In sickness or in woe. 

Or, when sin hath wrought us sadness, 

'Tis not hers to give relief; 
'Tis not hers to give us gladness 

In exchaage for all our grief. 

We must turn &om all she giveth 

To what she cannot give^, 
TJnto Him above, who liveth, 

Who died that we might live. 

7 '< I tum'd from all sho brought to those she could not bring." 

Childe Harold, Canto iii stan. 80. 
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Let 118 now with pious feeling 

To His tbrone of grace repair ; 
One look, His lore revealing, 

Will banish onr despair. 

His gentle voice will call us 

(May we the warning hear !) 
From all that wonld enthral us, 

To walk with holj fear. 

It wiU speak of sin forgiven, 

And o'er the tranquil mind 
Diffuse the peace of heaven 

For all we have resigned. 

While the cloud, which low'red o'er us. 

Shall brighten into day, 
And we go, with hope before us, 

Eejoicing on our way. 

1860. 



LINES ADDRESSED TO THE TEACHER OF 
A BIBLE CLASS. 



tt 



Feed My lambs."— John zxL 15. 



O KIND instructor ! whilst the seed divine 
Thou sow'st in these young hearts, rejoice to know 
That, blessing them, the blessing shall be thine '— 
Yes, unto both shall firuit immortal grow*. 
E'en now thine eyes with sacred pleasure glow, 
The while an answering pleasure thou dost trace 
And rev-rent int'rest in each youthful fece, 
While they the Holy Scriptures mark and learn. 
And a new meaning in their texts discern. 

"What then will be thy joy, when He who gave 
The precious seed, and bade thee " sow the land**," 
When He shall call thee firom the silent grave 
To join the ransom' d on His ovni right hand ! 
If those shall in that happy number stand, 
Who clothe the naked, and the hungry feed. 
Tending for Him the mortal body's need, 
How much more those, who 'neath His blest control 
Feed with the bread of life the never-dying soul ! 

• Prov. ». 25. • John iv. 36. »» Gen. xlvu. 23. 



I^jjalm* att^ Ws««*' 



PSALM I. 

(Air, Morning Hymn.) 

THE HAFPIN£8S 07 THE UFBIGHT AND HISEBT OF THE 

WICKED. 

I. 

How blest the man whose upright way 
Ayoids the path of sin and pride. 

Who walks with God, while day by day 
He makes the law of God his guide. 

II. 

He, like the &ir and fruitful tree 
Whose roots are by the waters spread, 

The blessing of the Lord shall see 
On all His righteous actions shed. 

in. 

How different is the sinner's fate ! 

No lasting joy his soul shall own : 
How short, how fruitless, is his date. 

Like chaff by autumn breezes strown ! 

IV. 

Like chaff he shall be cast away * 

TJnown'd by Christ's redeeming hand, 

When, on th' Almighty's harvest day. 
The just, like gather'd sheayes, shall stand. 



PSALM xvni. 

(Air^ Origea or Bedford.) 
THE HAJESTT OP GOD IN THE TEMPEST. 

I. 

The Lord descended firom on high ; 
The hills beheld and fled ;— 
The lowering darkness of the sky, 
Beneath His feet He spread : 
On cherub wings He rode reclin'd, 
And vell'd His awful form, 
Girt with the mighty rushing wind 
And with devouring storm. 

n. 

At the fierce chiding of His breath 

The tempest deeper grew ; 

Around, his arrows charg'd with death, 

The rapid lightnings flew ! 

Lo \ the dark clouds, paviUion'd round. 

Before His voice retire ! 

His thunders thro' the heavens resound 

With hail-stones and with Are ! 



THE MAJESTY OP GOD 117 THE TEMPEST. 83 

III. 

O mighty God, who meet'st Thy foes 

In tempest and in flame, 

Thou still a reftige art to those, 

Who fear Thy holy name. 

O ! may we seek Thy favour here ; 

So Thou wilt be our stay, 

When earth in Are shall disappear, 

And heaven shall pass away. 



PSALM XLn. 
(Air, Chamont.) 

HOPE IN THX MIDST OF SOKBOW, 
I. 

As pants the heart for cooling streams, 

AH heated in the chase, 
So longs my spirit for l^e beams 

Of God's refreshing grace. 

II. 

Fast flow my tears, while pensive thought 

Becalls those happier days, 
When bless'd by God His courts I sought, 

And join'd the song of praise. 

m. 

« 

Why art thou so cast down, my soul ? 

Why fearful, why distrest ? 
He, who hath wounded, can make whole ; 

He yet will make thee blest. 

IV. 

Yea, tho' the clouds of sorrow rise, 

I never will repine ; 
God, often in the darkest skies 

Commands His bow to shine. 
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V. 

Why art thou so cast down, my soul ? 

Why fearful, why distrest ? 
He, who hath wounded, will make whole ; 

He yet will make thee blest. 



PSALM XLVI. 
(Air, Wareham.) 

TBUST IN GOD IN DANOEB. 
I. 

God is our refuge in distress, 
A present help when dangers press ; 
Let thunders roll, we will not fear, 
The thunder's mightier Lord is near ; 
And He, who guides the lightning's way. 
The Lord of Hosts, shall be our stay. 



n. 



What though the mighty billows roar, 
And shake with rage the trembling shore, 
Though 'mid their depths the hills be thrown. 
The soHd earth's foundations shewn. 
Yet He, whom winds and waves obey, 
The Lord of Hosts, shall be our stay. 
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III. 



Or does the voice of war resound, 
And bristling foemen gather round ? 
Tet, arm'd by God, we need not fear 
The shaking of the glitt'ring spear ; 
E'en in the battle's fearful day, 
The Lord of Hosts shall be our stay ! 

IV. 

Be still, my soul ! — the Lord is King, 
Tho' death itself its terrors bring ; 
E'en death itself His power shall own. 
And fall subdued before His throne. 
Be stiU ! — and, e'en in death's dark way, 
The Lord of Hosts shall be thy stay. 



PSALM L. 

(Air, Old Himdradth.) 

THB TOICS 07 GOD. 

I. 

The Lord Himself the miglily God, 
Hath call'd the woild ! His voice was known, 

When Sion's sacred heights He trod, 
And there in shrouded glory shone. 

n. 

He calls ns still firom mom to eve, 

From eve to dewy mom again, 
By all the blessings we receive, 

ByBtemer12ofwoeand;«in. 

ni. 

And we shall hear His voice once more, 
When, girt with tempest and with flame. 

He shall eternal vengeance ponr 
On all who have despis'd His name. 

IV. 

He comes ! and all the powers on high 
Proclaim His righteousness and love. 

He comes ! His just ones to descry, 
And bear them to the realms above. 



PSALM L. PART II. 

(Air, Evening Hymn.) 

THE ACOEFTABLB SACSI7I0E. 

I. 

Nob pomp, nor sacrificial fires 
Gk)d'8 pardon to the soul impart ; 

It is not these our law requires, 
The law of love requires the heart. 

li. 

To Him, who all creation fills, 
What other oflTring can we bring ? 

The cattle on a thousand hills 
Are His, and He is nature's King. 

m. 

To Him let grateful praise be paid, 
To Him let faithM prayer draw near, 

At morning's dawn and evening's shade. 
And He will lend a gracious ear. 

rv. 

And, when the clouds of trouble lour, 
When death and ^ger threafning stand. 

Then shall we view His saving pow^. 
And own the wonders of His hand. 



PSALM LV. 

<Air, Cambridge Old.) 

UNDEB FB£SST7B£ OF SOKROW AND BSFKOACH. 

I. 

Heab my complaint, O Otoi, 
And grant Thy gracious aid ; 

Deep horrors seize my trembling frame, 
Where no fear is, a&aid. 

n. 

O ! for the dove's swift flight ! 

Of her light wing possessed, 
Soon would I seek some distant shore, 

Where I should be at rest ; 

in. 

Far from the stormy wind, 
With dread and danger rife ; 

Far from the tongues of evil men,' 
From treachery and strife. 

rv. 

There, 'mid the deep'ning shade 

Of rocks and forests lone. 
There would I pour my bosom's grief^ 

To all but God unknown. 
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V. 

On TTiTTi thy sorrows cast, 

O trembling wounded soul ! 
And He, who heals the broken heart, 

Will soothe and make thee whole. 



PSALM LY. 
(Air by Beinagles) 

nr AVOTHSB lOTBX. 

I. 

O LosD, unto m7 prayer give ear, 

&iye heed unto my cries ; 
My soul, o'erwbelm'd with grief and fear, 

In shudd'ring horror lies. 

n. 

Oh that the dove's swift flight were mine ! 

Of her light wing possessed, 
Fain would I fly to reahns diyine, 

Where I might be at rest ; 

m. 

Where I might hear of storms no more, 

With dread and danger rife, 
The restless waves of this world's shore. 

The angry winds of strife. 

rv. 

Yet, tho' no peace, no rest I view. 

In patience let me stay. 
Till God His mercies shall renew, 

And wipe my tears away. 

* For this fine devotioiial air, see ''Psalin Tunes for the Voice 
and Piano-forte," by Mr. Beinagle of Oxford, p. 1. 



PSALM LXY. 
(Air, Old Hundredth.) 

FBAISE POB THE BLBSSIK68 OF HABYEST. 

I, 

FsAiss Gtod the Lord, whom heaven adores, 
Whose blessing doth the earth renew, 

When mom her fragrant incense pours, 
When evening sheds the silent dew. 

n. 

His goodness crowns the circling year ; > 
He sends the soft refreshing rain ; 

Lo ! where the ripen'd fields appear, 
And harvest hymns resound again ! 

m. 

Blest in their increase by His hand, 
The folds their fleecy treasures bring ; 

All thick with com the valleys stand, 
And seem for joy to shout and sing. 

IV. 

The mountains and the hills rejoice ; 

The smiling plains His love re^ ; 
Oh let us join our grateful voice 

In praise to Him who gives us all. 



PSALM LXVra. 

(Air, Warebam^ or Old Hundredth.) 

THE AWFUL MAJB8TT OP OOD. 

I. 

Let Qod arise ! — ^let siimers flee 
Before His awful majesty ! 
Like smoke, that yanislies away, 
So shall they meet His judgment day. 

n. 

But let the righteous still be glad, 
Li robes of heayenly mercy clad; 
Thou, who didst deign on earth to dwell. 
For them hast conquered death and heU. 

Thunders to tend Thy state rejoice, 
And lightnings wait Thy mighty voice ! 
Ten thousand angels own Thy sway ! 
Ten thousand thousand worlds obey ! 

IV. 

Sing to the Lord ! your voices raise ! 
His daily mercies call for praise ; 
Ye nations join the solemn song ! 
Ye highest heavens the strain prolong. 



PSALM LXXVIL 
(Air by Beinagle, or Arabia.) 
BECOLLECTION OP GOD's HEBCIES. 

I. 

"When, worn with sleepless ling'rmg pain, 

I waste the tedious night. 
And supplicate for rest in Tain, 

And long for morning's Ught, 

n. 

Vain, O my Gk)d, all help appears, 

Unless it come from Thee ; 
My soul refuses aught that cheers. 

Unless Thou comfort me. 

in. 

In silent grief to Thee I pray ; 

" Are all Thy mercies o'er ? 
" And must I cast my hope away, 

" And trust Thy lore no more ?" 

IV. 

This is the weakness of my mind, 

The changings of my frame, 
To hope, to fear, by turns indin'd, 

While God remains the same. 
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y. 

Think, O my soul, of all His lore, 

Of all His power divine ; 
And let one thought thy doubts remove, 

This gracious G-od is thine— 

VI. 

Tes ! He who healed thee oft before 
From sorrow and from pain, 

WiU comfort even now restore. 
And give thee health again. 



PSALM LXXXI. 

(Air, GreatioiL) 

FBAISE OP GOD. 

I. 

Sijio to the Lord, — ^your praises sing, 
Your solemn notes of music bring. 
And let the pealing organ play 
On this His sacred festal day. 
Praise to the Lord ! whose bounteous hand 
With choicest gifts has blest our land ; 
No other Lord our hearts shall own, 
Our voice shall praise His name alone. 

u. 

Hark ! in still sounds He seems to say, 
" Oh ! that My people kept My way ! 
'* Let those whose lips My praise declare, 
" Walk in My paths with holy care. 
" So shall My hand their foes subdue, 
" Their path with eve^ blessing strew, 
" With heayenly food their souls restore, 
" And give them life for evermore." 



i 



PSALM LXXXIV. 
(AJEr, Bedf<»d.) 

7LEASANINB88 OF GOD's WOBSHIP. 

I. 

How loTely is that heavenly place, 
Where Thou, O God, art known 

By all the glories of Thy &ce. 
To saints and angels shewn ! 

E'en here Thy servants, Lord, may tell, 

How highly blest are they, 
Who in Thy temple always dwell, 

And there Thy praise display. 

m. 

E'en here. Thy love Thou canst unfold. 

And heavenly blessings give ; 
Nor aught of good wilt Thou withhold 

From those who godly live. 

IT. 

They on, from strength to strength, proceed 

Along their heavenward way, 
And dwell at last, from darkness freed, 

In Thine eternal day ! 



PSALM XC. 

(Air by Reiuagle, or Arabia.) 

ICAV'S MOBTALITT. 

I. 

Thott callest, Lord, unto the tomb, 

Thou numb'rest aU our days ; 
Thy word, which first decreed our doom, 

Our parting hour obeys. 

n. 

Frail as the flow'r, which morning views 

In verdure bright array'd, 
Which evening's hand all with'ring strews,- 

So man doth bloom and fade. 

m. 

Short as the unsubstantial dream 
Which melts in morning's breath, 

So short the longest life wiU seem 
At the dread hour of death. 

IV. 

Teach us, Lord, who here remain. 

To walk in wisdom's way ; 
So shall we not have wept in vain 

O'er him we mourn to-day. 



PSALM XCI. 

(Air by Salvator Rosa, or Wareham.) 

OOD*S CABS OF HIS PEOPLE. 

I. 

Who dwells beneath th' Almighty's wings, 
Hath still a constant, sure defence, 

Tho' death his noontide arrow flings, 
Or stalks in nightly pestilence. 

n. 

When 'neath the battle's sanguine tide 
A thousand sink before his eye. 

When ruin triumphs far and wide. 
Still is he safe, for Qoi is nigh. 

m. 

Unhurt he roams the dizzy steep, 
Or where the sayage lion strays ; 

For ministering spirits keep 
A sacred watch o'er all his ways. 

IV.' 

Who trusteth in Jehovah's arm, 
Shall thus the Lord's salvation see ; 

A mighty shield from every harm 
His fJEuithfulness and truth shall be. 
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V. 

Him Qod will bless in all his ways. 
To him shall sure reward be given ; 

Here honour peace and length of days, 
And everlasting bliss in heaven. 



PART OF PSALMS XCYII. and XCVIII. 

(Air, Old Htrndredtli.) 

THE MAJESTY OF GOD'S KINGDOM. 

I. 

The Lord is King : — ^thou earth rejoice ! 
Ye islands lift th' exulting voice ! 
Thick clouds and darkness round Him wait, 
Judgment and truth attend His state. 

n. 

Before Him flies consuming fire. 
While at His voice the hills retire : 
All heaven His righteousness declares, 
All earth to meet her Judge prepares. 

in. 

Tremble, ye wicked, at His name, 
Proclaim'd amidst devouring flame ! 
Te ransom'd of the Lord, rejoice, 
And raise to Him your grateful voice ! 

rv. 

Ye mountains, echo wide the song ! 
Thou thund'ring deep, the strain prolong ! 
Be glad, ye streams ! — ^rejoice, ye plains ! 
The Lord — the Lord of glory, reigns ! 



PSALM cm. 

(Air, Chamont.) 

PBAI8E POB BB8T0BJBD HEALTH. 

I. 

Pbaise thou Jehovah^ O my soul, 

And bless His holy name, 
Whose tender mercy makes thee whole*, 

And heals thy trembling frame, 

n. 

Who pard'neth aU thy guilt and sin, 
And doth His grace impart, 

The unstable mind renews within. 
And purifies the heart. 

m. 

Behold, how far the heavens expand ! 

So boundless is His love ; 
So far His kind forgiving hand 

Doth all our guilt remove. 

IT. 

Yea, as a &ther pitying hears 
His children's feeble moan, 

Our heavenly Father notes our tears, 
And makes our griefs His own. 
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V. 



He knows our £raine of feeble day ; 

Like flow'rs, awhile we bloom. 
Like flow'rs, how soon we fiEide away. 

And fill our transient doom ! 



VI. 



Yet Gk>d arrays the tender flow'rs, 
And gives them fragrant breath ; 

Much more that nurture shall be ours. 
Be ours in life and death. 



PSALM CIV. 
(Air, Wareham.) 

PBAISE OP GOD. 

I. 



Praise God, my soul, who cloth'd with light, 
And deck'd with majesty and might, 
Guides His swift car of clouds combined. 
And walks upon the winged wind. 

At His command the lightnings fly, 
And flash athwart the affiighted sky ; 
The ocean owns His high control, 
And trembles whilst His thunders roll. 

in. 

He sends the streams amongst the hills, 
The laughing earth with plenty fills ; 
On Him all nature waits to sue 
The blessing in its season due. 

IV. 

And shall not man his praises give 
To Him in whom we more and live ? 
Oh ! let us all, with one accord, 
In solemn chorus bless the Lord. 



PSALM CXIX. 

(Air, UniTersity.) 

PRAYER FOR THE T0T7KG, FOR THE LIGHT OF GOD's WORD. 

I. 

Would thoughtless youth preserve their way 

From aU pollution free. 
Let them in all their walk display 

Obedience, Lord, to Thee. 

Let them e'en now Thy word begin 

To mark in memory's store ; 
So shall it guard their youth from sin, 

And cheer, when youth is o'er. 

m. 

Oh ! may that word our counsel be ! 

And Oh! Thy Spirit give! 
That we, who once were blind, may see. 

Who once were dead, may live. 

IV. 

And may we, wam'd of Thee, depart 

From all tiiat leads to ill, 
And serve Thee with a Mthfiil heart 

And undivided will. 



PSALM CXXX. 

(Air, Oatnbridge (Hd.) 

PBATEB IK APFLICTIOK. 

I. 

Fbom lowest depths of woe 

To Thee, my Gbd, I cry ; 
Thou, who dost all my sorrows know, 

In mercy, Lord, reply. 

n. 

For mercy, Lord, I sue 5 
O ! shouldst Thou be severe 

On aU the sins that meet Thy view, 
How must my soul appear ! 

m. 

But Thou hast bid me wait. 
And trust Thy promise still, 

A suppliant low at mercy's gate. 
Till Thou Thy word fulfil. 

rv. 

There at the dawn of day. 
And there at evening's close. 

On Thee alone my soul shall stay, 
Till Thou ehalt heal her woes. 



PSALM CXLVm. 

(Air, Portuguese Hymn.) 
INYIIATIOK TO ALL KATUBE TO PBAISE GOD. 

I. 

F&AiSE je the Lord, ye heayens above. 
Oh ! praise Him for His boundless lore : 
Angels who stand around His throne, 
Praise Him with harps of heavenly tone. 

n. 

Praise Him thou sun that rul'st the day, 
Rejoicing in thy noon-tide way ; 
Praise Him thou moon that rul'st the night ; 
Praise Him ye glitt'ring stars of light. 

Ye snows and vapours ! praise the Lord ; 
Te stormy winds ! fulfil His word ; 
Mountains, and plains, and fruitful trees, 
AH praise Him in your due degrees. 

rv. 

Ye beasts and feather'd fowls of air, 
His praise, who gave you life declare ! 
Lift chiefly thou, O Man ! thy voice. 
The ransom'd of the Lord, rejoice ! 
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T. 

By high and low — hj old and joung, 
Still let redeeming loTe be sung ! 
StiU let it sound firom shore to shore, 
Nor cease when earth shall be no more. 



HYMN XXXVI. 

(Air, UniTeraity or HollywdL) 

8UKDAT HOBIONG. 

I. 

Habk, how the pleasant sabbath bell 

Awakes the morning air! 
Of peace and hope it seems to tell. 

And rest from earthly care. 
Oh ! may we all with willing heart 

The joyfiil call obey ; 
For ThoTi, O Lord, wilt grace impart 

To all who keep Thy day. 

n. 

May we within Thy courts be found, 

And hear Thy word with prayer, 
And join, when, with a solemn sound, 

Thy praise ascendeth there ; 
And may we, thro' the day, employ 

Our thoughts on things of heaven. 
Nor taint those hours with worldly joy, 

Which Tinto Thee are given. 
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m. 



The Lord hath pledg'd His word divine 

To bless us in our way, 
And make our light as morning shine, 

If thus we keep His daj. 
Oh ! may we now our hearts prepare 

His sabbaths thus to spend. 
That all at last in heaven may share 

The rest that knows no end. 



CHRISTMAS HYMN\ 



I. 



"While lowly shepherds watch'd their fleecy care, 
Behold ! surromiding them a heavenly ligl^t 

niimies the plain, like day-light's sudden glare 
Retum'd upon the night. 

u. 

And lo ! a form descends on angel wings, 
And in mild accents bids them not to fear. 

For tidings of great joy to them he brings 
And every willing ear. 

. in. 

" Fear not," he cries, " for unto you is bom 
This day a Saviour who is Christ the Lord, 

In David's city, on this holy mom, 
According to Hia word." 

IV. 

Hark, hymns seraphic haU Messiah's birth. 
Unnumbered angels the low region fill, 

" Glory to Gk)d," they siug, " and peace on earth. 
And Tinto man good wiU." 

» This Hymn, and those for the Ascension Day, and the 
Sacrament Hymn, are not adapted to music. 



OHBISTMAS HYMir. 113 

V. 

And now they vanish ! — The bright vision's o'er, 
And on the listening ear no sounds remain, 

Save the low winds which whisper as before 
Across the darken'd plain. 

VI. 

Yes, they are vanish' d — Heaven, from whence they 
came 

Again receives them. Oh ! ecstatic thought ! 
That glorious heaven, thus peopled, is the same 

Which Christ for us has bought. 

vn. 

Oh let us here, with the meek shepherds rise 
And seek our Saviour, and implore His grace. 

That there hereafter with like glad surprise 
We may behold His &ce. 



HYMN XVL 

(Air, Chamont) 

OOOD-fBIDAT. 

I. 

Bi darky ye heavens! and thou earth, motun! 

Be humbled, human pride ! 
While now the solemn hours return 

In which the Saviour died. 

n. 

" And is it nothing unto you**" 

Ye careless sinners P Stay, 
A moment turn, and wond'ring view 

The sorrows of this day. 

m. 

That depth of woe " behold and see," 

Which we could ne'er sustain. 
The dark mysterious agony. 

The ignominious pain. 

IV. 

In tears repentant let us trace 

Each pang our Saviour bore. 
And, with the blessing of His grace, 

Besolve to sin no more. 
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V. 

And when, with glory and with power. 

Again He shall appear, 
May we with joy behold that hour 

And our salvation near. 



HYMNXVIL 

MONDAY BEFORE EASTER. 
(See the Epistle for the day, from Isa. IziiL) 

I. 

Who is this that comes from Edom, 
All His garments dyed in blood P 

He it is who bought our freedom 
"With that pure mysterious flood. 

n. 

All alone God's wrath He beareth, 
Strong to suffer — strong to save ; 

None that unknown anguish shareth 
Which to death such horror gave. 

rn. 

When He heard that awful thunder, 
God's dread curse on sin resound, 

E'en His soul was filled with wonder*^ 
That no Saviour might be found ! 

IV. 

Open now the sacred story 

Which reveals that Saviour's name, 
Who, to bring our souls to glory. 

Bore the cross — despis'd the shame. 

* lBa.\zm.5. 
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V. 

See the agony He beareth, 

Strong to suffer — strong to save ! 

See the crown of thorns He weareth ! 
Mark His cross ! Behold His grave ! 

VI. 

Ye who mock at sin, behold it ! 

Te who sport in pleasure's dream ! 
Heaven and earth can ne'er unfold it, 

What it cost Him to redeem ! 

vn. 

Weep not, ye whom He doth chasten, 
Save for that which cans' d His pain^ ; 

Onward to that kingdom hasten 
Where ye ne'er shall weep again. 

vni. 

Te who now rejoice before Him, 

E'en that holy joy forego ; 
With a tearful bliss adore Him, 

And a sacred sorrow shew. 

* Ezek. ix. 4. 



HYMN XVIIL 
(Air, Advent Hymn.) 

EASTEB. 
I. 

Hast*bikg through the gloom of moming 
Lo ! the fJEdthM women speed ; 

Hark ! the trembling earth gives warning 
That her Lord from death is freed ! 
Hallelujah! Amen. 

n. 

Lo ! the watchful guard defeated ! 

Lo the stone is roll'd away ! 
See the white-roVd angels seated. 

Where the Lord of glory lay ! 
Hallelujah! Amen. 

m. 

He the bars of death hath riven I 
He hath triumph'd o'er the grave ! 

Thanks and praise to Him be given. 
Him who died our souls to save ! 
Hallelujah! Amen. 
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IT. 



Freed by Him from earthly leaven, 
Let us raise our hopes above, 

Fix our thoughts on things of heaven, 
Fix them on the Saviour's love. 
Hallelujah! Amen. 



HYMN XIX. 
(Air, Origen.) ^ 
EASTEB. 
I. 

The Lord is ris'n — ^the triumph see 

Of Heaven's anointed King ! 
Where, grave, is now thy victory P 

"Where, death, is now thy sting ? 
The curse of death no more is ours ; 

For US that curse He bore : 
Oh ! let us yield Him all our powers, 

And Uve to sin no more ! 

n. 

Hark to a wild and fearful cry 

Of death on every side ! 
Oh ! let us to the safety fly 

His bleeding love supplied ; 
E'en His — ^the Lamb whose blood was shed, 

Whom saints above adore. 
Who " liveth — ^who for us was dead," 

Who reigns for evermore. 



£ASTEB. 121 



m. 



While Gk)d His righteous wrath controls, 

And sees (that He may spare) 
The blood now sprinkled on our souls, 

Shall we for rest prepare ? 
No — rather let us haste away 

From base Egyptian ground, 
Nor keep one HQg'ring wish to stay, 

For heavenly Canaan bound. 

IT. 

Behold the Lamb whose blood was shed, 

Whom saints above adore, 
Who " liveth — ^who for us was dead," 

Who reigns for evermore ! 
Behold Him ris'n! His triumph see ! 

Your loud hosannas sing! 
O grave ! where is thy victory ? 

death ! where is thy sting ? 



HYBIN XX. 



ASCSHSION-DAT. 



(From the 24th Paalm.) 



Who shall ascend to heaven P— Whose eyes endure 
The presence of his Gtoi? — The good — the pure- 
He who has ne'er indulg'd a sinful thought. 
He who no evil no deceit hath wrought. 
Whose ways from virtue's dictates ne'er depart : 
He shall his God behold, the pure in heart. 
Who then is he that can such test endure ? 
Who shall ascend to heaven, for who is pure ? 

n. 

Yes — ^there is One whom we no more behold : 
Open, ye gates ! — ye eternal doors unfold I 
The King of glory comes ! — ^th' angelic bands 
With reverence veil their faces where He stands ! 
Who is the King of glory ? — He who came 
To die for sinners. — ^At His holy name. 
The name of Jesus, bow'd be every kuee ! 
O Man, He opens those blest gates to thee ! 
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ni. 



Yes ; — by His precious death, His aiding grace, 
For thee, e'en thee, His mercy finds a place ; — 
He died for sinners, He, th' Almighty Lord, 
Th' eternal God, the everlasting Word ! 
Lift up your heads, ye gates ! ye doors unfold ! 
Ye wond'ring saints, the Lamb of GtoA behold ! 
Bent be each eye, and bow'd be every kuee ! 
O Man, He opens those blest gates to thee ! 



HYMN XXI. 
(Air, Pastoral — Handel*, or Hollywell.) 
CHBISXENIKG. 
I. 

O Thoij, who in Thy gracious ann 
The tender lambs dost bear, 

Oh guard this babe from every harm, 
And bless him with Thy care. 

n. 

When walking in life's dang'rous way. 
Do Thou his steps restrain ; 

And guide his feet, whene'er they stray, 
Into Thy fold again. 

in. 

May he be found with those who hear 
Their Saviour's voice divine, 

" The little flock " who need not fear. 
The flock Thou callest Thine. 

rv. 

Grant but this prayer, and we resign 

Each wish besides to Thee, 
Not anxious for the things of time, 

But for eternity. 
* HarmoDized fix)m '' He shall feed His flock." 



HYMN XXIL 
(Air by Reinagle, or Arabia.) 
TUHEBAL. 
I. 

When pouring out my soul in prayer, 

What bless'd relief is mine ! 
It seems as God Himself were there, 

With comfort all divine. 

n. 

He knows the sorrows of my heart ; 

And He has fix'd the day, 
When pain and sorrow shall depart, 

And sighing flee away. 

ni. 

Tea, Lord, e'en here 'tis Thine to bless 

And give me joys unknown ; 
Tho' now, o'erwhelm'd with deep distress, 

Joys seem for every flown. 

IV. 

But, should I sorrow all my years. 
Oh ! let me trust Thee still — 

They reap in joy who sow in tears. 
Submissive to Thy will. 



HYMN XXm. 
Sacrament. 



"DO THIS IN BEMEMBEANCE OP ME." 



I. 

" Eemembeb Thee !" — and can I e'er forget 
Thy sufTrings, O my Saviour, and Thy cross ? 

Alas ! I know, and feel with deep regret, 

How soon this passing world, with aU its dross, 

Can chase the thoughts of woe — ^woe borne forme! 

Well may this word be mine — " remember Thee !" 

n. 

Remember Thee ! — remember all Thy love 
To wretched man, who broke Thy high command. 

And brought Thee from Thy glorious throne above, 
To die— and by his own rebellious hand ! — 

And can my thoughts to each vain trifle flee. 

To each slight care — and not remember Thee P 

in. 

O ! may I wipe away all " fond records," 
That youth and fancy trac'd on memory's chart. 

And rather cherish there Thy gracious words. 
And write Thy dying love upon my heart : 

And Oh ! at last Thy mercy let me see. 

And, when Thou comest Lord, Oh then " Semem- 
ber me !" 



I 



